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One 


Author's Notes: 
| guess | wish they would make a movie about his life, but they would never find the right person to play him, 


so | guess its just as well. 


2015 


At Beta's urging he went to the meeting with these movie producers. He hadn't wanted to but she pushed him, 
and she could push him into most things. It was because he believed she had his best interests at heart. 


"C'mon, Axl. It won't hurt to hear what they have to say," she said, her hand on his arm, her words gently 
twisted in her accent. His own mother, his biological mother, as he had come to think of her, spoke with the 
flat mid-western accent that he had, some words were a bit flattened but not as bad as in Wisconsin and 
Michigan, and certain words seemed to leave the middle "y" off entirely, like "anyway". When he said anyway it 
sounded like "enna-way". He had an ear for these things, and Beta's speech pattern intrigued him. 


He sighed, a deep sigh from the center of his chest, and he felt her grip tighten slightly on his arm. 


"Okay," he said, and now here they were in the office of these movie producers. He had taken his sunglasses 
off but kept his hat low over his eyes, watching them. They didn't seem particularly interested in him or 
reverent, like old fans tended to be. They seemed business like, as though they had just one more acquisition 
to get through before noon. 


"Mr. Rose," one of them began, and he tried to guess his age. Early 30's? Maybe. But maybe even younger. It 
had taken him a while to get used to being twice people's age, to having been an adult before a lot of the 
people he had to deal with were even in diapers. He was aware that the times they had inhabited were 
differing slightly, and not so slightly. Did the mid 80's seem to them like the mid-50's seemed to him? Was it 


some time that occupied that area of Before, a time that was gone and could never return? 


"Its just Axl," he said, never liking the formal address. He had had a lot of names in his life and all held 
different degrees of pain, and his current and final legal name was WAxl Rose, but he preferred to be called 


Axl. 


"Okay, uh, Axl..we want to make a movie based on your life," he said, with something like largesse. Beta flicked 
her eyes over to him but said nothing. In meetings like this she kept quiet. She might offer her opinion in 
private, and push him to do one thing over another, but never in front of business people of any sort. He 
wondered what she was thinking. 


"No," he said, not exactly sure why he refused so fast, but suspecting it had something to do with why he had 


never written an autobiography or sanctioned any of the biographies written about him. 


The young movie producers didn't seem surprised by this reaction. One sipped his coffee and the other one 
checked the time on his cell phone. 


"Mr. Rose..Axl, we don't need your permission You're a public figure. We wanted to offer you the opportunity 
to contribute, to help us present your story in the most accurate way possible,’ 


Axl noticed the way things were reflected in the deep shine of the wooden table. He felt a sinking inside of 
himself at the thought of this movie. He felt cold, but inside the coldness he felt anger. He clenched his fists. 


"Can we discuss it?" Beta said, her accent thicker around strangers. She pushed her glasses up her nose, "can 


we get back to you?" she said, and they readily agreed with her. Axl glared at her and then slapped his 


sunglasses on his face. 


It was a quiet ride home. He wasn't exactly angry with Beta, but he couldn't understand why she wanted to get 
back to them. He had said no. Let them make their movie. 


At his house, on the pool patio deck, he sipped ice tea under the umbrella and she had coffee, steaming hot 


and black, how she liked it. He was being quiet and she was letting him. He thought back to his biological mother 
and how she never spoke to him, never let him be quiet when he needed to be. She spoke at him, she told him 


what to say and what not to say, fuck the truth. 


"Beta, | don't want them to make a movie of my life," he said, and she smiled her sad smile at him, sipped her 
coffee, and rested her tan hand on his pale, freckled arm. 


"I know, Axl, but they are going to. That's why | told them we could get back to them. I'm not sure you're 
right about this," she said. 


"Right about what? There's nothing to be right about. | don't want them doing it and | don't want to help them. 
They wrote books | didn't help with," he said. 


She sipped her coffee and shaded her eyes as she looked out over the blue and the sparkly blue ripples on the 
surface of the water. 


"Yes, that's true, but books are different. People can read them, or they can read things about you from the 
Internet..they are always reading and forming their own pictures, or they look at the pictures of you from the 
80's to now, and they form their own pictures. But this movie, it makes it real, it takes pictures and 
conversations and situations and placing them just so..it is something different. It will be a two-hour journey of 
your life and if they get it wrong that is what new generations will think is true. It is too important a legacy, a 
record of what was, for you to leave it up to them," 


